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Poems 



Delicately chimed again, 
Soft as sea-shells murmur of 
Her whose lovely name is Love ! 

Did the Foam-born brim those bells 
With the wistful melodies 
Of enchanted vocal shells? 
Does the satin sigh of trees 
Bring a memory of foam? 
Clarin, do you sing of home ? 

AVE VENEZIA 

The ocean is a garden 

That folds you closely home 

With larkspur-blue from heaven, 
And roses of bright foam. 

The dawn upon your waters 

Is like anemones: 
Your noons are flaked with scarlet 

As from pomegranate trees. 

The bubble-towers that sunset 
Dilates with rainbow light, 

Dusk turns to shadowed silver 
Like olive trees at night. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

O silver of dark olives, 

Of cool night-shrouded seas, 

That gives you rest from color, 
And time for memories! 

"i WILL NOT GIVE THEE ALL MY HEART" 

I will not give thee all my heart 
For that I need a place apart 
To dream my dreams in, and I know 
Few sheltered ways for dreams to go: 
But when I shut the door upon 
Some secret wonder — still, withdrawn — 
Why dost thou love me even more, 
And hold me closer than before? 

When I of Love demand the least, 

Thou biddest him to fire and feast: 

When I am hungry and would eat, 

There is no bread, though crusts were sweet. 

If I with manna may be fed, 

Shall I go all uncomforted? 

Nay! Howsoever dear thou art, 

I will not give thee all my heart. 
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